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READING FOR WOMEN.
ILOFB OR ART, WHICH® MRS, WARD
ON GOOD MANNERS,

The Falr Parislans - Has
Out?-What Shall | Give My Valen-

UneT—Woman of Fashlon,

Blushing Gone

PRISCILLA,

When sweet FPriscllla came,
In Quaker dove unts drossad,
A kerchlef whits as driven snow
Pinned o'er her virgin breast.

Her close sllk bonnet a3t
About her pure, fresh face,

And the milk-whitenees of her handas
Showlng thro’ mits of lace—

When sweat Priscilla came,
In Quaker garb arrayed,

One could but think that ahe might be
Bome saint from heaven strayed.

I lost my heart at sight,
And so, in very truth,

At the swift flitting of her glance,
Did every foollsh youth.

Bweet Quaker mald, demure
As some wood violet,

Or ap & wind angmonse,
In ferny corner sot!

And oftan would the smiles
Within her dimples lurk,

o see us on gach other glare,
Fiercer than bearded Turk.

When sweet Prisciila went
Through every manly heart,

Her Quaker wiles, her Quaker smliles,
Had driven Cupid's dart.

And while each fellow swore
His chance wias fur ahead,
With some high-booted cavaller,

FPriacilla, sweet, was wol,

Such world's deprav'ty
‘Naath kerchief white and prim,

¥or while she tried her urts on us,
She was engaged to him.
—~M. Dawson Fhelps in New Yark Bun.

The Mnlng car was In a shimmer of
llght. The dead white of heavy linan,
the opalescent glint of glassware, and the
qulet gleam of ellver trembled together In
the swift motion of the train. Miss Dax-
ter, who had but recently left her berth,

dropped Into a seat and leaned back a
moment, dazed by this lavish waste of
ecolor, Meanwhile the Insistent sunlight

took liberties with the dull brown of her
Iy brushed halr, ran burning fingers
through it and edged it with coguettish
goid. Then she hastened to draw the cur-
tain and throw the blue square of ghad
over her corner of the table, sigh!
she pattlied down agaln, and all the pain-
ful scene of the evening before came
Furging back.

Bhe felt half & notlon to lay her head
on the table and cry outright
glanced down instead and fingered
ring—his ring—while her glas o
wisty, Ehe wondered whether she & id
have kept the ring, now that it po longer
meant anything. The question was still
{ded when she pulled herselfl to-
gether with a visible trempr and turned
to the menu card, Dining car breakfosts
are not tigwed to walt on the settement
of subtletles In ethics, particularly after
the steward has made the “last call,”

In the few minutes Miss Buxter had
teen In the car she had not noticed her
companions. As she ralsed her head she
was startied to see a famillar face dimly
taking shape acr the table. She had
removed her glass and was about to
prees her handkerchlef to her eyes, but
she put them resolutely on again and
looked fixedly through their misty crys-

N

Mr. Woodson, where did you come
from™ ghe demanded at length, as his
well-kmown features gradually took defl-
Lite shape hefore her.

Woodson dld not speak at once. He
wie noticing how her halr would tumble
down In wayward ringlets in spite of her
efforts to keep it steudily back, and how
her cheeks persisted in dimpling, how-
ever resolutely she closed her lips te-
gether. Then he sald:

“From New York,of cyurse, Does my
Aress sult look ss theugh I1'd boarded
the train in these rural precineta? I
thought you knew the cut betty.”

“Do you mean to say that you've baen
of this traln sil this while—after—after
lust night?' Miss Baxter asked with
slightly helghtened color.

“Ouessed {t the first time,” Wondson
exclaimed, brightening. 1 tell you, Grace,
you should have gone Into the law Instead
of art. You'd have been great on crogs-
examination.'

“Never mind, Mr. Woodson; you seem
to forget that I prefer to make my own
career—weo've discussed thdt before, how-
ever. And so you've been on this train
.v-ir since I have?" she cencluded, reflect-
vely,

“A little Jonger, in fact. I made a mis-
take und got here half an hour early-
read the time table backward—hence
:Fi'*im t;lvmbu But now, mu.hm. m;..!l

1" Woodson went on with great
lberateness, shaking out his napkin into
“a lan and gesing intently lnto the blur-

THAT WHITE AND

PURPLE COSTUME

|
| re I, blue depths of Miss Baxter's glasses.

e here, pow do you guppose just be-

s A girl Jilts Miss Baxter here
oged a depre ture—""vi 1

eat i Do you suppose § because g
ne, and I have reason 1o believe

is going to the ends of the earth to get
where she will ne re me agaln, that
my sense of res Hty ends till I've

sven hep safe she wanta to go?
Nao, I've mude Noew York unhahabltable
for you, and I shy make what amends I
enn by chapero you to Colorado or
hamchatka, or whersver It {8 you are go-
ing. Now, what shall 1 order for break-
‘bl’rll.l

“Hurry, vou are cruel, You know Mr.
Fleming was going out there for the
color, and 1 thought 1t would be a good
chance to continue my outdoor work.™

“Fleming! That prig! Well, 1 didn't
know befors that he was going. 1 see
there {8 still more reason why I should
g0 now—anid stay.'"

“But 1 forbld you doing any such foolish
thing,"

“To tell the truth, Grace, I thought of
glaying all the time—of going into some
other business there.”™

“SWhy, vou never told me of it before™

“Well, T never thought of it 111l after 1
left you last night. Then It occurred to
me 1 might go into the sheep orF caltle or
something llke that.

“At Manltou?"

“Why not?

“It's & summer resort.™

“#0 much the better. I'd only be thers
in tne summyr, anyhow.'

“Harry, you'ra a trifler."

“Well, T can peel an orange, anyhow-If
vou'll allow me,"” Woodson exclalmed,
tuking from her hand the one she was
making a sad mess of,

“Harry, I can never forglve you for
doing thin' Miss Baxter concluded, after
& moment's contemplation of the whirl-
ing blur of green through the car win-

. T never could have forgiven my-
self if 1 hadn't—and there It was," he as-
serted dispansslonately, laying the pulpy,
broken sphere of the orange befors her
It 1s qulte & jnunt from Manhattan to
Manitou, but one morning they exchanged
the cushioncd weariness of the train for
that blug hollow of the hills, with s
gayly eolored roafs and gubles showing
here and there up the canyon, like u scat-
tered troop of butterflies, Then life Le-
came one long breath of Celight. What
color there was! The eirth secmed hung
| in some rarer medium than common alr,
| The yellow cactus blogsoms wera ljke
| lakes of flame. A scarlet flower falrly
| burnad into fFight, Grace develaped
a new enthusiasm every day and plied her
| palette with balt and chrome. Even
Fleming, who had preceded them, smok-
ed a trifla faster than usual, and grunted
out now and then: “Put In your color
pure. Make her jump.*
| Ho they painted from morning til night,
keeping two or three studles under way at
once—putting fn blues whers Woodson
saw greens, and purplas where he saw
rothing but nondeseript sand, and doing
nll the inexplicable things that should bhe
jone acecording to the gospel of the lu-

minists,

Waoodson sat by mnd chaffed. He
econldn't paint,. He wouldn't smoke. He
parried  Grace's  occaslonal  Inquirlng

glances by explaining that he was nego-

She | tiating to go Into the cattle husiness-a
her | man was golng to Lring him & herd on
| trial.

Meanwhile he arrayed his shapely figure

in cowbeyish top boots, blue shirt and

| slouch hat, which became him Immensely,

and made a zinlster impreslon among the
blazers and tennis suits of summering
Manitou. Grace was ahsorbed and satis-
fiedd. One day an (doea struck him.
“Grace,"” sald he, *T found a little bit
down here the other day that I'd like to
have you sketuh—to send home, you
Know. You'll do it, won't you?"

“Why, of course, I'll speak to Mr.
Fleming."

“Oh, hang Mr. Fleminge, Woodson
broke In. *“Fleming's ull right In his way,
but 1 want you—your sketch, you know."

The place was quite & distance away,
over the mesa. They set out for it the
next day.

“Here It 18" Woodson exclaimed, after
quile & tramp, pointing over the burning
plain to where & row of cottonwoods were
banked agalust the sky, tremulous in the
vibrant air, "There, do that; call 1t ‘A
tI'[un'l!'zd in the Shade,’ or something like

at."”

“It doesn't seem to compose very well,"”
Grace murmured, holding the tips of her
fingers together wnd inclosing the pleture
in n rosy frame through which she gaged,
half shutting her eyes In truly artistic
Intentness.

“Well, never mind that; get the charac-
ter of It. You know Fleming says the
character's the thing. That's what 1
want—the character—the true character
of this bepstly country."

Bo Grace donned her blg blue upron and
eet to work with her biggest brushes,
But somehow ghe had trouble. The quall-
ty of that sky, burning with light and yet
deep in hue, did not seem to reside In
cobalt, however fresh from the tube. The
value of the stretch of plain, tremulons
under the flaring heavens, disturbed her
too, and when she ceme to put in the
piry wall of cottonwoods nlong the hori-
zon the whole thing ended In a painty
muddle.

“Oh, 1 can't do anything to-day!" Grace
exclalmed petulantly, wiping her trou-
bled brow with the back of her hand and
leaving a streak of blue along her fore-
head that intensified her puzzled look.

don't you put those trees In

“wh
Mfz Woodson asked with serious con-

“She is the
or, rather, the

e
1

IN WOMAN'S WORLD.

Sweet Marjoram of the Salad,
Herb of Grace.”

—BHAKESPEARE.

cern as Grace renewed her struggle with
the regulation blues and purples.

“But 1 don't see them so," she mur-
mured in & moment of absorbed effort,

“Grace," he blurted out almost before
he knew it, “l don't belleve you see
anything, Excuse me, but I don't belleve
you ever did, I don't belleve In your art;
I don't belleve in your eareer; I don't be-
lieve tn your independence! You're sim-
ply spoliing the nicest girl In the world
with it. You se#¢ things blue and purple
because he does; and he—well, he neow
things that way because some fellows
over In Paris do, and I don't belleve In (L
There, now, I've sald it; come.”

But It was not arrangsd that he should
finish what he had to say. He had looked
down to the ground where he sat as he
spoke of Fleming. When he looked up
Grace was several feet away from him,
hurrying down the hill, with her head
bowed.

“I'm a brute—a miserable brute!”
Woodson remarked to himself with con-
siderable foree as he watched her strid-
ing toward the half-dry creek, "Hut
somme one ought to have tald her. Her
art is all foolishness, Look at Fleming.
even., He's forty, and I'd ke to know
where he'd be if It wasn't for his teach-
ing. But I'm a brute, just the same—a
heartless brute!”

There was a plum thickel along the
ereek, and after watching Grace disap-
pear within it Woodson set about pleking
up her sketching kit. This done, It oc-
curred to him that it would be a proper
penance on his part to wash her brushes—
he had always hated dirty brushoes so.
Gatherihe them up he started toward the
cresk. When he got there he could g
no sign of Grace, Could it he that any-
thing had happened to her? The thought
mada him cateh his breath for a mo-
ment, He know she was impulsive—cnpa-
ble of any rash move in a moment of ex-
citement. Then he heard a stirring In the
plum thicket and came face to fave upon
her in a litle opening, crying softly to

herself.
“Cirace.” he ealled, "why, what's the
matter? T know I'm a brute, but I didn’t

think you'd take It so

Ol ean't you help me?" she pleaded
and began groping about and feellng alm-
Jessly with her hands,

He gaw that her halr was loosened and
that her wrists and face were scratlched
and bleeding In a dozen plape

“Why, what Is the matter?’ he queried
agaln ns sha eame groping toward him
und stumbled asninst him.

“Can't you help me at all?

“Of eourse I can, small eirl

yvour're all
'* he re-

right. Nothing shall touch ¥

fterated s his arms closed are

“0h, #illy, can't you see 1've lost my
glassce?' ghe exclaimed, pulling away

from him and flughing red among the
greenery. But he held her tight.

“You don't want them; you sea better
without them, blue eyes. Confess, now,
vou really never saw  before. Glve up
ilustlrlg in those wretched glasses anid
trying Yto be independert. Come, see
your caréer through my eyes.'

But still ghe held back at arm's length,
really defiant. Flis fingers left a white
eirele where they clasped her wris's, Bhe
geemed ready to cry and then smlled in-
at o,

“You'll got my glasses if I promlsa?*

He nodded. :

Buddenly throwing her arma about hls
neck, she sald

o1 alwavs liked your eyes,” and pressad
a kiss on elther Md. “Maybe you were
right about my art,” she added serlously.
“Rut that needn’t interfers, need 17

“Inierfere. Why, I'll tell that man that
I've decided not to take hils cattle and
we'll turn the whole herd Into paint.”™

Then he reached aver and carefully dis-
engaged her glasses from the twig where
he had seen them hanging as he entered
the thicket.—(i. Melville Upton in Kale
Field's Washington.

A Boclety Girl
Bhe's in the best soclety,
Her lite 1t {8 ona whir),
Balls, lunchieons, teas at b o'clock.
Oh, what a slily girl.

So tired 1s she when ends the week,
And ache two little fest;

Result: At church on Sunday morn,
Pew one, a vacant seat,

Gool Munpners,

Mrs. H. O. Ward very sensibly begins
her “Social Ethice and Soclal Dutles™ by
some introductory remarks, In which she
says that she clalms nothing In the book
as originul, We may say that the old
material has boen worked over into new
and very agreeable forms, and descrves
commendation, Of course we all Know
that the finest, truzst good manners gpring
from kindness of heart, from loving char-
ity and tender sympathy. Gossip is [ll-
bred; o of course i8 selfishnesa. Volished
mannera may be venaered on to a bad na-
ture, but the cheat is easlly discovercd.
Our manneérs betray the form and sub-
stance of our thoughts, the condition of
our fnner bejug, not the garment of pollte-
nees we put on to wear abroad, but the
every day apparsl worn in the home cir-
cle. If we are gentle and considerats to
those sitting at our own freslde, then we
are well-bred to the core of the heart, al-
though we be ignorant of what the world-
ly pharase "good form' means. The {m-
portance of training children in the ethics
of social Intercourse cannot be ovoresti-
mated. They ghould, sbove all things, be
taught sclf-forgetfulness, the self-forgst-
fulness leading up to that great command
of Christ's, “Love thy neighbor ns thy-
gelf."

The subject is a broad one and broadly
treated by Mrs. Wood.

A Modern Valentine.

I've written 1t, love, with a stiff steel pen;

For the geess, I understand,

And so learned, now, that thelr quills, I
trow,

Must supply thelr own demand,

I've secured it, love, by the ald of glue,

Instead of a strand of hair,

Which I cannot obtaln, for I see, with
palin,

I have rally none to spare.

1 send it to you by the postman, love;

For Cupld, I grieva to hear,

Is afraid of the cold, and has grown so
old,

That he doesn't go out this year,

But the message s ever the same, my

ove,
While the stars thelr courss fulflll,
Though to me and to you it may seem
quite new,
*T{s the old, old story still.
—(aroline W. Latimer, in Harper's.

Like Other Girls.

Bhe sat apart, neglected, when I came,

With downcest, lang’'rous eyea. A
blossom rare

Bhe held agalnst her lips. O, charm-
ing snare

Of rosebuds twain! With rapture all

aflame

I thought
name,

And longed to lean upon her lonely
chair—

To raln warm kisses on the lustrous

hair.
And who neglected her—~I cried them
shame!

‘of “Silence” for her fitting

But rvho: I'd been presented—then 1
oun ’
1 had misjudged, misnamed the silent

mald,
For lfn'd o gift o' gab that was di-
vine!
1 could not get a word, vesay a soand!
The sequel: One more night's devouln

paid
A great high-priestess of the Gra
i smyoinit o oo

THE WOMAN OF FASHION,

Yery Sensible to Hemarkably Foollsh
Womaun.

While soclety holds Its breath and walts
in anxious suspense the first drawing-
room of the London season, 1o be given by
the Princess of Wales early next month,
and while Mra. Btanford’s Anti-Crinoline
League In London I8 working hard to
pecure a few more thogsand women on
Its lists, let us look about us and see
what Hes just at hand, Wea have still
a month before we shall know positively
whether crinoling Is to be on the other
slde of the water, for nothing can be
known until that first drawing-room Is
over. All we know now s that the royal
family has not co-operated with the
league, and that, therefore, there I8 a
strong possibility that the crinoline may
ghow itself on that first great occasion.
And If it does, woe unto us! for sooner
or later, In spite of all efforts agninst
{t, it will reach us over here. For London
society I1s bound to follow in the foot-
steps of the princess of the realm, and
America Is bound to follow the leadings

of foreign dames
But fu the fuce of these tantallzing
facts let us continue on our peuwceful

Let us be quite
at the end of

wiy for another month.
oblivious to the fud that

our short respite we may become mefa-
morphosed, may ussume an altogether
different identity, may change from the

Independent fin -slecie girl to the droop-
Ing, blushing, weak, belpless bit of femli-
ninity, nll skirts and draperies, of a few
generations back. After all, there 8 no
time like the presant, and there are plenty
of other things to think about, Scomebody
Is always devising something n

Just now It s skirt trimm You
miy trim your skirt first with a row of
feathers, shade to gult your fancy, and
the dresgg, and, ahove, g serles of half
shells and-coquilles—in wvelvet or satin
ribbon. Or you may start again with
your feathers and have narrow banda
embroidered in the shades of your gown
on white cloth, Inld above. Or you may
have a closely-twisted roll of ribbon at
the edge, from which rise curving bands
of ribbon, each headed with a bow, Or
you may cross your ribhon bands  all
around the skirts, tpping the crosses with
FoECtLEs.

Then there's a new fichu falling from
the neck in front in the real old-fashlon-
ed lines, long and slender, below the walst

line, A scant ruffle runs around tha
aleeve line in front,  stopping ot tha
sheulder, From shoulder bows fall long

stralght streamcrs of ribboy, In the frout
only.

Then the very latest cug looking Just

as dJowdy and cld-fashioned 4s vou
please, has collar, and, fali-
Ing below, a g In front,
rloping up tow short In
hack. It is of purple s *ollar

ttily embroidered with jet, and the
r satin linlng 18 of palest yellow

. there's o magniticent  evening
gown which deserves our careful atten-
tlon. What a striking effect glves the
viclet velvet border on thd heavy white
gutin, particularly when the velver s
edged by murten sable and the salin s
heavily embroidered, far up the front, in

rich gold tk wis. The corsage s still
more striking, for It reminds of a great
blossom, with the petals 15t opening.
The flower 8 white bensath, and on [t
the petals of violet velvet lie, each sepa-
rate, standing apart just a little, and

turned over and In st the top on the white
bodlce beneath, which 18 e
with gold gimp. Small violet epaulets

decollera

attached to the shoulders by velvet
choux. Beautiful white pgatin puffed
sleeves ere edged with finest Marquise

flouncing of mo sline de saole,

Of course a triplé capa is worn with {t,

aurse, the eapes and high Medict

il with suble

+ debutante’s color has come
Naot the del] faint tint,

to be
that

TLIII.H.
one might suppuse she would fancy, but

draperies well-nigh beyond our control,
But there, we have once more allowed
ourselves to drift into the forbldden sub-
ject. Let me divert you for a moment
with a deseription of a pretty evening
bodice that I saw but three nights ogo
on # brilllant golden-halred beauty, lts
deliente gresn tint looked well upon the
clear skin. "Twas a simple bodice, gather-
ed loosely and caught In with a fallle belt

that ran up In a high point In front,
fastenod at the wuaist. All around the
neck was a ruffle of green guuze, nnd st

the hend and at tha edge of the ruie
were amall vielets, henging closely and
earejesaly at will. At the shoulders were
small bunches of violets, and the sleeves
were double gause ruftles

That Is an Empire bodice, and hera is
another Emuplre colffure.  Gather your
hair, of course at the e¢rown of wvour
head and arrange It In gmall puffs or

curls, and fasten it with a gold comb
Before gathering It, however, you must
have parted [t in front, and taken a

small portion of It right at the part, and
curled It in a lttle cluster to drop over
your forehead, just in the centre. Then
a conslderable portion must have been
taken at each side, and curled into small
corkserews, which hang stralght down
each slde of vour face. It gives n very
quaint effect and, once in a hundred girls,
& pretty one. Try it

Lost!
(Written for The Times by "GIIfiL"")
1 dreamed a dream that night; as in a

mist

The face that I had lost shone out from
hair

Of sun and shade, I lowly bent and

Kinped

The sweet lpa' rose, and longing, lingered

| there,
| The while

from hrow othereal and rare

Her eves she lifted, starilke In the light

That breathed of peace and hushed away
all care.

Then dropped a tear from downeast face
wnd white,

And whinpere “J.ove, T come to warn,

guod night.™

- . .

. . . . .

Hount me, pure face! curse me! with ra-
dlant eyes

Beck out my darkness and deep despalr

Of life's one moaning sin! in mule sur-
prise

And tenderness taunt me! thy light Kl=sad
halr,

l\'ui[:n:: thea from me while I beat the
alr,

‘ And cory, “No morz2! no more! God! on

mine own
Shall never fall agaln the gulding Nght
Of that brow's pure, unsoiled pearly
= phh
It 18 my vislon's volee falls teniderwise
“That I may reach to help, O love, arise!™

Adored French Women,

Naobody ssems to be anybody nowan-
dave unless she can talk about French
plays and the individuallty of French
writers, The most curfous thin
present fashion In French wen

not
5 not meet

mention that this craze has ns

reached Amerlea, and that 1t ¢

with favor in London. The French wo-
man who is counted adorable, who galns
the most admiving looks as she break-
fasts at one of the fasklcnable res-
taurants, ag nre to be exquisitely Saxon,
maore ke a rejuvennted corpse than any-
thing #lsa 1 can think of. In the first
pl , Ehe s thin ax 4 lead pencil; her
color {2 something between n saffron yel-
|l--. wid o sulphur green: her halr is a
Titlan red, and In a state of loosensss
[ thiat s posaibly artistic, but suggests s
fullirg down every m ite
Her gowns are very nart,

muaich glvep to wearing 1
thut she discnrds as if

off the outer rhiell,
world to look at her sm
fmagine that she has nny of

U deur
and

of the old esthetle sch
as animated as possible,

her

eYes

St 7
angels has |mauum Us* For it Is angels | color flamed Into her choeky
5?“33;"3"-. m'mi:.." not "m }'; her lips in & tempting, m

was
lithe, but instead 1t is (he badlusely thin | not m“mfm: ago, h‘:. zh..._ ‘.’;
woman, whose BOBa aeem (o gtand out | Such trivial things 08 & girte teo oy
as if in defiance of dimpley yng oypy they wers .
What Is it? Are the French liv- | where or "“m""“mm“mm—w :;g
ing =0 fast thit they Make ihe gkeleton | he remembers that uﬁhmm -

at thelr feast & woman? A witty woman,
and a clever worgad, bub, Bevernaioes o
woman who seems 1o have had ail pealth
burnt out of ber by the cxCilinent of thy
century.

A Snow Thought.
Tha beautiful snow, T ween T love,
With & love deep and profound;
I love to see it covering all
The bare, unsightly ground.

I love to see It fluttering down
And daneing thrcvgh the alr,

8o white, so beautiful and so pure;
There's not a sight more fair,

And where is a sight one-half so grand
As the great trees meckly bowed,

And thelr bare, dead Hmbs all covered o'er
With the snow's white clinging shroud?

But I do not love the beautiful snow,
Instead T am Nlled with dread,
When It comes fn tons from a lofty roof
And takes me on the head.
Bostpn Courler,

Faucy Garters.
Very few women nowndayvs wear the
regulation old-fashloned garter, though
many cling to tha “elastic” band In yel-

low woarn below the left knee. This is
the emblematic luck Uracelet, and s
worn simply because 1t Is regarded as a
mascot, and not becaupe of He especial
efficncy in keepliig up the stocking. To
mike ons feel perfectly taut and trim
the 1 arness that anchors at
T corset and at the other
1o the wking Is the most reliable
& known., Desides In this there is

ing unhealthy, which Is more than
1 be satd of the band elther above or
below the knee,

Women who possess handsome garter
buckles will, of course, wear them, even
though they know the shape of the limb
is sure to be distorted by the tightening
process brought to bear upon ft—that s,
it they wear them above the knee, and
no one but g real old fugy would wear
them below I, though the single yellow
one might be tolerated just for good
luck. The side straps can be mude just
as dalpty and can utilize six buckles In-
stewd of two, which ought to be & certaln
recommendation Lo tha extreavagant
maiden of the day.

St. Valentine's Day.
My work Is really pleasant,
I'or the heart of prince or peasant
1 cun gladden or enn sadden by these
messages of mine
Men and womer, lnds and lasses,
Folks of all deg=ees nnd classes,
O, they one and all are walting to recelve
® valentine,

There's the tradesman and the teacher,
Doetor, lawyer, poet, preacher,
And the fair typewriter gir! and she who
“helloes™ down the line,
And there's rea'ly not a heing
But can have the fun of seelng
How he seems to other people as he views
his valentine

Now and then 1 send a beauty,
But ‘tis oftener my duty
To prepare a painful missive the recelver
would decline
If ho knew that It was loaded,
But until it ia exploded
Why he never ogee suspects he has a
camle (7) valentine,

And the postman, how he hates me!
And he earnestly berates me
As my stock of sontimental stuff welghs
down his tired spine;
As he trudges on ha mutlers,
Well—suffice to say he utters
Words to prove he's not in favor of the
heavy valentine
But the rare and radiant malden,
Slie whosa note with love is laden,

0, she thinks 'ra too awful nice and
kneels before mv shirine)
Iut, alas! for soores of others—

Slsters plaln, and plainer brothers—
Ah! they dom't speak quite so kindly eof
the good Salnt Valentine,

THE LATEST.

a glowing, vivid shade, one to match the
deepest blushes that might mantle her
cheek at the first avowal of love. Per-
haps she thinks the color will help to dis-
guise the blushes, but I'm afraid It will
only serve to bring them out. There's an
all-pink dress just finished for a debu-
tante made of rather thin sllk of prin-
cesse cul, At the feet are two small pink
ruffles, and, above, drapings and knots
of mousseline de sole; then the drapery
starts at the right side and runs up
wcross the front, stopping at the walst,
on tha left hip in wnother knot.

The corsage has an overdrape of the
mousseline modesty meeting In front, and
over the head a beautiful white drapery,
rather fanciful, hides the shoulders and
top of the

corsage.
bow bebeath the burdens of multtudiasus

sparkle as If they were coals of fire. She
s the Idol of the |mpressionist school; she
is eounted thoroughly fin de slecle, and is
adored by the morbld novelist of the day,

The Britjsh matron desplaes her—she
looks at her, shrugs her shouders, and
then mutters in an undertone that she
thinks “a dose of medicine had better bo
administered to that yo woman,” but
In a few hours she Ia surp. to find that
her own Englishmen gre forsaking tae
elear complexions and dimpled curves
that belong to the tight little Isle, !o“d

By a Boclety Girl.

It ls a matter of regret that blushing has
gone out. No real swell girl allows her-
pelt to blush nowadays. Instead, she cul-
tivates a stately repose, a perfect com-
mand of her marble features, and so
subdues all emotions tending to produce
a blush that she is about the best sample
of a blase, animated lcebery extant,

fhe lives to ereate the impression that
everywhere, seen everything

a sudde -
pected, bons fide blush I.ntu.:.a...rﬂ' sy

cheeks, would have an

though, If they sl ook 1o blushing .f::;

same time, for In much an epddemic
blusking he wonld be more u:*:—lni;h:j:f
ever, aud would certainly long for the
former prevalent plackity. ‘The girls
might draw lois as to who slould blush
and who sbouldn’'t: that waulg .un;'.ury
matters and sthl maintnin the requisit
equilibrium. However, &t doen m.: ‘ml:
Fome girls to blush at all, for they s
flushed all over their faces in o » rt ni
helpless way that Is awful for the man
He never knows what he is expected 1o
do when a girl acts that way, and |t in
always bad to make a man conseious of
the fact that he is ratied, for |t gets
him angry, and an angry man is so 4im.
cult 10 MANEES. It would be well to
think the matior over calmly and thor.
oughly before adapting the blush, for f¢
is disheartening 1o adapt & fashion and
find out afterward that |t doesn't suit
one's atyle at all.—Elsing Gener, in Chi-
cago Inter-Ocean.

HEARD ON THE strepry,

The Fin de Fiecle Gir) Says  Some,
thing.

They were nattily attired, sy (hree,
and had that indescrivable i jeruining
to well groomed soclety girls, and s 1hey
sat In thgWVahash-avenue ear goIng sy
the dain®y blonde, who sat In the midg,.
was holding forth with mueh snergy 1
her Interested listenors, As I sunk @own
in the seat just opposite I caught the
burden of her remarks:

“Yes, it made me so mad T could ale
most have eaten her up, I think there
should be an asylum provided for stald
malden aunts, where thoy could end thele
days serenaly, undistiurbed by thelr glddy
nieces. You Know mamma never was &
bit cranky until Aunt Lou came to lve
with us, and now she almost makes my
e a burden. 1 am really alarmed when
1 contemplate what the outcome may be
if she continues, for mamma Is really bee
coming prudish

“You know I had been thinking for &
month before the reception how stunning
I would look tn my new dress and what a
swell T would eut, 1t Is white bengaline,
eut square, and trimmed  with white
feather trimming and gold passementerie.
It was made at Mme, ‘s, and 1 could
hardly walt for it to be brought home;
it just set my head in a whirl to think
of It. When it wes bhrought home, of
course, 1t was duly lald out for Inspection,
and Aunt Lou  adjusted her giasses,
gtepped back a step or twe, as though
she feared contamination, and falrly para-
Ivzed us with the tone |n which she ob-
sorved: "Too low In the neck; too low In
the neck! It would have been much more
nppropriate for a girl of your age to
have had & high-necked bodice Well,
I felt like glving her a sharp retort, but
Instead I gathered up the ofending gur-
ment and went up-stalrs to deck myself
aut, T had hopes of at least overwhelming
her 1f T could not overcome her prejudice.

“8o I swopt into the drawlng-room with
my grandest alr, and, girla, 1T don't cara
If 1 do say It myself, 1 looked charming!
You know the front is tight-ftting, and
thers Is & large, graceful Watteau plale
in the back that ends in n long sweeping

tridn. 1T wish you could have seen the
look she gave me, No, | don't, elther,
for It almost took the curl out of me,

and | am somewhat aecustomed to her.
But this look was nothing to the talk she
treated me to. A great deal of it was
startling Information. She informed me
that no young lady with a proper sense
of propriety would appear at a publie re-
ception in 4 bodlee like that, Now, T will
ndmit that It was rather low, but you
know I can stanid that sort of thing. But
most startling of wl), she Informed e
with her most gevers demeanor that no
young man woiild choase for o wife
cronture who wore such a gown. I winked
my other eye when she said that, and felt
like nsking here If she were addicted to
the practice In her youth, but mamma
will not permit me to say anything back
to her. That Is where she has the ad-
vantnge of me. She sald 1 don't know
much other stuff of that kind, for I got
mad and left her standing In the middle
of the room, delivering a long harangue
on the subject.

“Now 1 might be able to stand this sort
of thing and ascribe it Lo wealk or ever-
pensitlve nerves if It were not for the
pletures In the old album which grandmsa
used to have and which llea up In the
storeroom egversd with dust. It 1s full
of old pletures, back numbers, you know,
and T wish for your edification you could
see the dresses in them, Great wide skirts
and thelr bodices cut low, pot only for
evening wear but for street and church.
That s what makes me tieed when they
begin thelr tirades acainst low dresses.
1 did not forget to bring that old slbum
down-stalra the next day and show Aunt
Lou her pleture with her halr plastered
down over her ears, and wearing a striped
dress trimmed with black velvet and cut
s0 low that 1t would almost ralgs the
halr on the head of o stpne statue, Now,
1 do not mind a litle thing llke that,
but I think with such documentary evi
dence as that confronting them the past
generation had better go glow In condemn-
ing the decollste dress, Aunt Lou sniffed
and made some remarks about the ‘god-
less generation that was now springing
up' and went up-stalrs, carrying the al-
bum with her.”

Some Valentine Gifta,

Books and plctures ara favorite polee-
tlons, and mu'y be ;»urrhuoli st any and
all prices, writes Frances E. Lanigan h!
an article on “The Valealines of To-day'
in the February Ladies' Home Journal.
Of course, volumes of pocms and love
storien lend themselves more readily as
appropriate to the season than essays o:
historles, but any favorile cannot fal
to pleass. l'holnrfar'lllk "lli::nn:. en-

vings and water o
::?nt;'l: in white and gold or white and sil-
ver, and make charming offerings at the
ghrine of Bt. Valentine. Frames of wl-
ver for card photographs are heart shaped
and come eingly or in Dairs. Illlraa'n'
engraved with maottoes. Owen Mersdi le
“DPDa not think that years leave urn"-'

sends this gift to her valonting
elry wi)l always be in vogue for

presents. Rings, pendants
the most usual of sejections
show an endless varisty
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